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about arrayed in purple like satraps. We shall bathe in perfumes. I shall in turn have my slaves! Are you not weary of drinking camp vinegar, and of always hearing the trumpets ? You will repose perhaps later on, will you not ? When some one pulls off your cuirass to throw your body to the vultures ! or possibly when leaning on a staff, blind, feeble, lame, you hobble about from portal to portal and recount to the pickle vendors and to the little children the tale of your youth ! For one moment recall all the injustice of your chiefs, the encampments in the snow, the forced marches, exposure to the sun, the tyrannies of discipline, and the eternal threat of the cross! After so much misery, a collar of honour is given to you, as one hangs a girdle of bells around asses' necks to divert them on their toilsome marches and render them insensible to their fatigue. A man like you, braver than Pyrrhus ! If you desire all that, very good ! Ah, but you would be happy in the grand, fresh halls, listening to the sound of lyres as you lie on flowers, amused by buffoons and women ! Do not tell me that the undertaking is impossible ! Have not the Mercenaries already taken possession of Rhegium and other strong places in Italy ? Who hinders you ? Hamilcar is absent; the people execrate the Rich; Gisco has no power over the cowards who surround him ; but you are brave, the soldiers will obey you. Command them ! Carthage is ours ; let us fall upon her!"
" No !" said Matho ; "the malediction of Moloch weighs upon me. I felt it in her eyes, and just now I have seen a black ram recoil in the temple !" then adding, as he looked around him : "Where is she ?"